though his life; I still hear his voice ringing vividly in my ears, "Medical Informatics is a study of, and for, the future", "I am much blessed to have worked in Medical Informatics", "I am grateful to have met admirable people while working in the field", "No strife, please, among young scholars; you know, most conflicts stem from greed", "Rectitude is the base of scholarship".
It was a blessing for me to have had a chance to talk with him at length for the preparation of the society's quartercentennial anniversary history book. Just a day before his hospital admission late last year, we talked for many hours until we were almost exhausted. To such questions of mine, "Why then did you do that?", "Must have it been that way?" did he offer answers of regrets and entrustment-"It was my fault", "Please never repeat my faults. " That night I cried a lot, in remorse and sadness that I had not realized my mentor's deep love for his students.
His nom de plume, '凡山' , means "common mount, " a familiar mountain that we can see from anywhere in Korea. He was such a mount to us, while always staying near to us. So close was his presence to us that we may not have perceived his magnificence as we should have. Only later did I realize that he is a mountain of a person with heights of dignity and awe. Teacher, now rest in everlasting peace, and leave the remaining work to us. In your memory, we will earnestly endeavor towards the goal we share.
